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SONGS, puers, » and { cHQRUSSEs, 
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PEEPING TOM 


OF, 


COVENTRY. 


E M N A. 


Grim of Falkion; | 

Gaudy Inſect ever ranging, 's $4: 

For ſome other feign a Paſſion, R 
Free me in thy Fancy changing; i 


Lore ne'er blooms where Merit's wanting, 


Then how vain tyrannic Power, 


If the Soil's unkind- for planting, 


Who can raile e 
23 
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Gaze in tender Admiration, 

In our Eyes.your Image eying, 
There you pay your Adoration 5 - 
to Love 1 will believe you, *, 
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PAPHIAN 3 


Beds of Flower, 
rt 
| oving ranting, 

Wild gallanting, 25 | 72 
re. 55 
„ 
„ niert fn beat to bt dr.; 
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e 'DUET—MAYOR d MAUD,” 
: Maron. The dex es bur you prey . oy 
indeed. | 


MAUD. 


=: | MAYOR. "Tis true pretty en 
9 | Maud. Nay, | 
1F, Maron. Hilo 
MavD. » I vow you make me lub. 


Fee r 
Do let me go away Mr. Mayor, 

4 What will the People fay Mr. Mayor 

Fortore 11 wee ay fl, = 

Let em prattle as they w "RL. 
n prey Maud, © 
| A Mayor. * , 
y all that's great and grand, pretty Maud, 
Golden Chain and Lilly Wand, . 
Ty s all of little uſe, ; 
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MAYOR, CRAZY, and TOM, 
EEO 


WHAT Pleafre to think on the Times we have fcen; 
"Twas May-Day I firſt aw my Tom on the Green 
80 neat was I Dreſyd and ſo ſprightly a Mein, 


A King was my Lover, and I was his Queen, 
The Garland preſented by Tommy, - - - .. 
How ſweet from the Hands of my Tommy. 

II. | 
A fide Look I threw on my Lover by chance, | 
Which ſtraight he return return'd with as tender 4 Glass ; 
My Heart leap'd with Joy when | ſaw him advance, 
And well did 1 'twas to lead up the Mare, 
For none danc'd ſo neat as my Tommy, 
In all things compleat was my Tommy, | 
* III. 
Beneath a ga „ Woodbine wich pre ee 
And Cowllips and. Vilets one e Foy" 2 3 


So charming a Place and the Seaſon 
. He artfully choſe to diſcover his Mind 3 
So ſweet were the Vows of my*Tommy,, 


And Lud not refuſe my 2 | 


oth "AY 
r O. M. 
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So gobd in kind, ſo nicely 
Our Liquor too was of the belt 2 
One Leg of Mutton, es fit Gio, | . 
er I 
In ſhort we'd every odd p 

The Belly, . 


. The Clock truck Twelve in merry Chime, 
The Privie 2 Giuons GORE TyTN, | 
Says I eo Me here is no Time 
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But ſoon I napkia d up my; Chin, 
— TE FO OO. A 
0 3 * 
, Our Curate, who 1 ſuch a rate 5 0 

| Of Dues and Tythe Pigs und to Prate, 
In Silence det eh bio Fre 


A Peeping. 
Moſt Churchmen Ake the Vicar too, . ä 
A Shepherd to his Flock below, . 
Like'any Wolf, good Mutron now 0 . * ay, 


CIT 
We Nodded Health, for vio end Genli, 25 
The Cloth roll'd off, we drachd a Jake, 
And drak the King und fong and be. 


Our Reck'ning out we calls Whip,” 
I fteal my Har, and Heme I trip: - een 
| Wy ewes r thay 
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or Lore, fate Love, Pre of'e bees told,” 1 
It's pleaſing Pain, ir's pure Delight; 72 
Bur yet my Heart has ftill been ebld, 


Ti your der huge . . 8 
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MAYORESS, © 
a 
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F f 
So pleas d to ſind 
A Wie fo kind. ; 
cunning and ſo'clever jo © 
The Bells ſhall ring, | 
Her Praiſe T fing*” © 
For ever and for ever. 
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| Right merrily, | 
| Your Werthiph Wine we'll qua Sr, 
| | a And as we drink, 
. On you we'll think, 
And the maſt make is Laugh Sr Pam. 


MAY-OR 
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EN ef the FIRST ACT. 
= wy 


\ 


RTO ON. 


Vene mer 
Becauſe you are a great Man; 
Tou Ladyſhip ne'cr did wrong us, 
e i 


Oh this is joyful 


5 

| That you dim d in our Guiid - Hall; . 

And we'll have an Oxen roaſted, 
With Tail, Hoof, Horus and all. 


„ What Cuſtards, Puddings and Paſtich” | 
dne 
With your Cheer you'll be delighted, | 
The Bells ſhall ring merrily ; 
And when by my Lord I'm knighted, 
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WHEN I a 1 4 liv'd with my Dad, 
The Neighbours all thought me a ſmart little Lad; 
My Mammy ſhe call'd me a white headed Boy, 

Becauſe with the Laſſes I IC d to tog; 
| __— Fhere wes Gia, 
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Kok 1 
And Birch, Nan 
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I can wreſtle a Fall, ERP” - yy 


And _— —— TG. 


% 


* 1 e e 
ene 
Aud Cric | ; 
| And — 
— Mee «Hal; 


— 


” 
* 


W 


63 
P IN A L A. 


H ARO LD. 
T Care and Tumult s 
Ly oxy Gao and Taos ceaſe, 


Kind Friendſhip, Joy, a and —_ Peace 
Ever ſhall delight 


E M .M A. 


ud Jer cal Pride my Lowe I own, oh 
Since a Parent's Bleſſing 


Does all my fondeſt Wiſhes crown, #5 p | 


zung wpreme polling. — 17 OTE «ne 
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I wiſh you Joy 8 
Let his Wife alone Sir, 


For ſince by me you're to your Place 
NR kifs your own Sir. 
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MAYORESS, 4 


But if my deareſt Dear, I figd — . 
You to Maud go from me | i. a 
IU ſwear I'll fit — in youf . 

With her 3 
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MAYOR. 


| 


Pre brought iz to » pretty paſs 
By my gay gallanting ; | 
Tho? late a Mayor, I'm now an Ast, ” 
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Whar the deuce is all this Rout, 
Stop your idle Singing, 
Or by this Hand Il put you out, 
And ſet the Bells a"ripging. ' . 
T O NM. 8 
* "  "Tho' you have a3 our Poets f, 
2X Rod in Pickle ſtee ping: : 
E:- h Forgive Poor Tom of Coventry, r 
; Ee" And pardon him his Peeping: 
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